A REAL BANTA CLAUS

ANTA CLAUR | hang for yom
By the mantel stockings two—
One for me and one to go
To another boy [ know,

There's a chimney In the town
You hnave never trmavelad down.
Should you e¢hance to eater thera
You would find a room all bare;
Not a stocking could you spy,
Mitter not how you might try.
And the shoes you'd find are seeh
As no boy would care for mach,

Go Bome for Christmas
&

TOP at this busy Christmas season
and think Tor a moment of the folks
back home. Consider how much
happier they will be if you are with

them on this Christmas day. Perbaps your
parents are yetting very old now—perbaps they
haveonly a few more Christmases to spend
here. Certainly your presence at the old home
place would add greatly to their joy. Think #
of the days when you were a child—of the
Christmases, now gone forever, when your
father and mother did 60 much to make you
bappy. H man’s mother is the best friend he
ever bad or ever can bave. One owes it to her
to spend Christmas at ber side and to devote
the day to making ber bappy. But if we bave
no mother what would be prettier, what senti-
ment or act could be more beautiful, than to
visit ber grave and make it green with wreaths
and flowers on Christmas day ?

In n broken bed you'd see
Bome one just about like oo
Dreaming of the pretty toys
Wihich you bring to other boys.
And to him a Christmas sacos
Muerry only In his dreams.

All he dreams, then, Fanta Clans,
Stufl the stockings with, becuuss
4 When it's filled up to the brim
I'll be Bania Claus fo him!
—Frunk Dempster Sherman,

A QUESTION.
l‘[«‘ there In't any Senta Clans, whe s | -

It turns your feot
Toward the shop where gifls are smii-
Ing as you walk along the street?
Who s it sets you thinking, though | 7
you're busy as can be,
About the songm and laughter round the
children's Christmas tree?
Though vou vow “this Christmas business
i n nufsance anyhow,"
There's an Influence at work that clears | 2
the frowning from your brow.
The amall tn trumpet pounds a biast that
wihkes vour soul serene -
To homage for the doll who s a lady and
@ gqueen,
And the once prosaic world where it has
been your lot to dwell .
In a renim of fascinations ‘neath some
mystic falry spell
1If there lsn't any Banta Claous, who e It, | =
F (e doy by dny,
That turns our thoughts to Christmas,
strive to shun It as we may?
Who comes at this bleak season armed
with telepathic arts
And by wenerous suggestion dominates our
milnds and hewrts?

St)n-.x wq*-ﬁ-*m**w—-}d{) |

i CONSTANT CHRISTMAS. & |
Oh, never failing splendor, % |
i Oh, never sllent sgng, 4
* Still keep the green earth & |
* tender, ;:
§ 8till kecp the gray earth |
Fa strong! %
; 8t keep the brave ecarth &
dreaming L 20|
E Of deeds thot ghall be done F |
b While children's lives come +
glreaming
Lilke sunbeams from the x
; stin! ) 4
Oh, angels, sweet and splen- 1
* did; !
CH O e e R We have for sale
sing A *
y i The wondera which attended 1
4 The coming of the King! * ]
i —Phillips Brooks. i
b | GRAIN FARMS

THE DARKEST DAY
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E VERY day the sun grotws colder.
Riding lower through its are.

CHRISTMAS TIME.
wiimaee | ALFALFA FARMS
BElest Christmos time

That bLrings to famished thousands

e e STOCK RANCHES

From others—make thelr livelihood in

erime—
Now it at tahles with the best of fare

Chilldren, unused to luxuries and joys, " d d .
vow have ubundance SO ble A
I\u\;‘nl;‘n‘:w:' undance, are s'én blease n Some goo pleces

Far :;llill:e;wt Christ take such unto hisg Of City. |Pl'0perty at

Will it, as the year grotws older, BT e i
Lea")e us alwayJ' m tbe dafk.’ Am‘l”c‘:llufur nnd meal and fowl to him are prlces thoat are
sent attractlve-

By them that know the genulne use af

gold,
Whose eyves have scen the shepherds wateh

Wha've bead the: Barison ol e Moumt Terms eaSY. If interested’

aright
~Edward 8 Creamer in [Drooklyn Bagle

SHRATMAR. | come and see us.

TIIT-‘, world his cradie s,
The sura his worzhipers,

Hio ““pe .:..- an r;IH'!h” the mother's kisa
On Hpr new pressed (o hers.

For she nlone to him
In nerfoet light appears,

The one horizon pever dim
With penitential tenrs,
—John B. Tabb.

18Il 11| But twe Kknoto vhat science feaches
dld 'Gwill begin its uptward climb
4| When ifrts lowest point it reaches,

i . At the solstice—Christmas time.

Earth to all her utmost regions
Shuddered "neath the march of Rome,

Whose triumpbhant, pagan legions
Dragged their loot and captives home.

Must her rule go on, unceasing?
Would bher armaments be haurled,

With an insolence increasing,
'Gainst a servile, helpless tworld?

Were Rome's gods alone undying ?
And® must other nations crook

Go her C , deif] r
o H:e'r: t.:_:':;a:ap:;ig?g tword and look ? ’lllml”lﬂml

Vin s ceme e tpet e |I\III! ’lelh

We wish to extend a

Merry Christmas

and a

Happy New Year

Nothing on the earth could stem,

In that saddest, darKest hour 8
Christ was born at Bethlehem.

= = - " ’ — ¥ - = '-
= - A= o
. [ - -
{ . | - p-
& 3 " £ L 3 LT
¥ ik =0 A = e ¢ Tali Taa™
I ? b A . ,
o AR "y "5 1 i Caf rasmr s 9 g . g
1 Pl ¥ iy = W ™ . ok . e L
: g - o= il N A . 45" . .
» [ - LAT L) Y
. o . B s - ¥
¥ ey S5, ¥ o8 .- & o =
e e - "’.i
- I g i A . E " -
. Iy LR -
4 ” . 2l 1 . g - e i
1 7e .
e W 4% 4 - - % . .
N L i 3 - Ty -
= . - " ~ - - =1
3 - 0 ¥ & . ~ .3 \ 3
‘m" - = x . -, ’
. P I ' . . 1 - L
" J |
. T . . |
My 7 - I
ol s 2 - J |
. £ s -+ _—
N : . ! . . . g =
_ ’ g L S Px LRI ‘ . . ar i .
o X y .
F e : » i
A4 - b da s o1 T At
X e b . | P SR e T
e 5 - [ i
) 1N 5 - = b . ’ =
J s 3 h
4 . 0 -
! . “ . :
A . s '
\ > G y )

to all our patrons |

and the good people of Morrow County R}

Patterson & Son S\S

The Rexall Store Y
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